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beginning to bloom, as also a quantity of
wild flowers, all very pretty. I would like
to take a course of botany with you in the
woods. I have received here the last book of
M. Gustave Flaubert, who wrote " Madame
Bouverie/' which you have read, I think, al-
though you would not confess that you have,
I thought he had a great deal of talent which
he was wasting under the pretext of realism.
He has just written a new novel, which he
calls " Salammbo." In any other place
than Cannes I would not have opened this
volume. It is a history of Carthage, several
years before the second Punic war. The
author has acquired a sort of false erudition
by reading Bouillet, and he accompanies it
with a lyrism copied from the worst phrases
of Victor Hugo. There are pages in it
which will please you, doubtless, since, like
all persons of your sex, you like emphasis.
For me it is hateful, and the book has made
me furious. Good-by, dear friend. I hope
winter will not treat you badly and that you
will take care to escape colds. Is your little
niece still amiable ? Do not spoil her, so
that she shall not be miserable later.you   are worth as much as
